THE CHURCH IN THE GREAT STATE

between them an ivory Christ, like a young Greek
shepherd, bearing on his shoulder not a lamb, but
a goat, a symbol of the final restitution of all things.
Before this altar, priests and laymen were vesting,
and here were congregated boy and girl choristers,
acolytes, taperers, robed, some in white, others in
purple and blue and gold. A surpliced priest ap-
proached the lamp hanging before the high altar
and brought light down among the crowd, the men
and women in front lighting the tapers they held
in their hands and passing on the light from neigh-
bour to neighbour, from row to row, until the whole
building was a swaying forest of fire. This cere-
mony symbolised the fulgent enthusiasm of com-
radeship, kept ablaze by the handing-on of the torch
from neighbour to neighbour and from one genera-
tion to another. To have witnessed this wonderful
sight almost compensated me for the midnight mass
of Christmas Eve that I had missed, the mass at
which nearly the whole district made communion,
and which opened with the procession of wise men
with their gold and incense and myrrh and shepherds
with their lambs. This function had been pre-
ceded by a drama of Bethlehem, acted under the
huge vaulting of the Middle Tower by people of
the town and their children, a drama in which
humour and solemnity jostled one another in strange
congruity.

The Communion Service was in many respects
like the service of my childhood, but instead of the
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